


Cold Fury

by Juraquille



Category: Fallout
Genre: Angst, Suspense
Language: English
Characters: Paladin Danse, Sole Survivor
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-25 17:50:01
Updated: 2016-04-25 17:50:01
Packaged: 2016-04-25 22:30:51
Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 4,814
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: "Trying to rebuild your life isn't a walk in the park when you are already a malfunctioning, cold-hearted bastard from 2077, such as myself. It wasn't easy, doing what I had to do. But I was forced to, anyways, by lesser people who were foolish enough to think that it would change things. So, don't give me that talk on idealism, Danse," I coldly intoned. Post-Nuclear Option. M/M





	Cold Fury

**Chapter 1**

* * *

><p>With my eyes focused over the Pip-Boy I disassembled, I absent-mindedly felt my hands fiddling with the electronic circuits that I've exposed. My muscles assuming a robotic routine that has long since been ingrained into my neural circuits, months long after my cryo-induced hibernation was disturbed by external forces beyond my control and rescued me from my eternal slumber.<p>

It was the only thing that was grounding me in the present moment, and providing me with all of the structure and familiarity I desperately needed before the last vestiges of my composure and sanity could slip from my control.

The silt and sand grains clung to my patched, dark green trousers from where I sat on the unpaved grounds of the Red Rocket Truck Stop, with my back leaning against the red brick walls, shoulders and neck muscles still protesting silently after their strenuous war with the Institute. For a brief moment, I felt grateful for the clear, obsidian night that towered protectively over my territory, bringing with it a mild breeze that did its part in cooling the heated inner turmoil I am still battling, however slight it was. I clenched my jaws and closed my eyes as I leaned my weary head back to rest against the walls, my hands ceasing their prior activity and slamming the screwdrivers harshly on the sandy surface of the ground.

I fought a beast within those walls. And now, its offspring has taken up shelter in my own biology, incubating. Waiting, for the opportune moment. And, I brought it back alive. Here. With me. And my people. A ticking time bomb, I have become.

"Why aren't I a part of the debris that is now occupying the centre of Cambridge? Why am I still here?" I murmured, my voice taking on a flat affect. "Couldn't be that hard, right? Staying a few seconds more. Mighty show it would've been, in the end."

I wheezed out light-heartedly the next few words. "Mighty show. Some show, I missed."

_Missed._

The last threads of the rope leashing the beast snapped, and I distantly registered my entire body curling in on itself. Crimson edges lined the fields of my vision, and the adrenaline-high of fury flooded my system. A beastly screech rattled my vocal chords, escaping ungraciously from my gaping jaws, staining the once-peaceful silence engulfing the night air. I felt finger digits clawing ruthlessly at my scalp, mercilessly clenching and pulling on hair roots. The overstimulation of nerves only incited the beast into a deeper state of outrage.

I distantly registered the sound of foreign noises filtering through my ears, followed by the periodic stamps of heavy footsteps. My beast whipped its head around, pinning them with a glare and a snarl. The beast distantly registered the attempts at consoling, however, the levels of its agitation only spiked higher. My pulse hammered madly and I desperately attempted to wrestle the beast's control out of its paws. It worked momentarily and I felt my body stumbling into a halt a few metres from them, but the sudden change in the level of noise frightened the beast again. I helplessly watched as my own limbs, with my control over them usurped by a foreign entity, snapped into action and pounced.

The sudden flare of pain that erupted in my ribs and abdominal area distracted the beast from its onslaught and I used it as an opportunity to take back control of my own mental facilities. The crimson edges in my field of vision vanished, and the snarls that threatened to erupt were silenced.

Muscles limp from the excess strain, I blinked a few times in an attempt to gather my thoughts together. Through the haze, I could briefly make out the frightened gaze of a little boy and the distressed facial features of Nick.

Before I could say anything, another spontaneous eruption of pain spread through the right side of my ribcage and I whimpered feebly, struggling to escape the iron hold locked around my torso. The iron hold tightened again and I whined loudly, my breathing already becoming laboured.

I felt an abrupt jerk spread through the solid frame beside me, before gently shifting their current position. My torso protested at the additional movement, but I clamped down on my tongue to prevent another whimper from surfacing. A gentle set of probing finger digits landed in between my shoulder blades, followed by another set on my chest. They gently shifted my limp body to rest against a cool metallic surface. A familiar weight of arms landed and enclosed my vulnerable back, pulling me in further. Closing my eyes, I burrowed my nose deeper, attempting to regain control over my breathing.

"Deep breaths, soldier. Deep breaths," the baritone voice intoned.

Chills wracked my slender frame, and I exhaled shakily as I felt my system working hard to purge the excess adrenaline. My voice cracked as I spoke. "Danse?"

"Stay with me. Stay with me. Keep yourself grounded, James."

I swallowed against the lump in my throat, but it still remained. "Wha-"

He interjected. "You're in a truck stop near Sanctuary Hills with me, and the others. It is the 21st of February, year 2288."

I closed my eyes again. "I know," I whispered in a hoarse voice.

"Let's take this inside, alright?" he muttered to my ear, a consoling hand running up and down my back.

My shoulders hunched and I lowered my head further, the strong flare of shame pricking the surface of my skin. "Okay."

He shifted his grip on me and started his trek towards the direction of the small room within the gas station. In the midst of our short trek, I gave myself permission to allow a brief demonstration of my shortcomings to be seen by another. I didn't speak again until the sensation of cotton met the side of my face, subsequently followed by a welcome warmth that surrounded my system.

Thick cords of muscle looped around my arms and shoulders and pulled me into a protective embrace, his fingers tracing soothing patterns in between my shoulder blades. I tucked my head and gently burrowed deeper into the warmth, silently glad that the effects of the adrenaline is wearing off. A shaky breath escaped me when I felt the hint of lips alighting gently on my fringes.

I interjected before he could address the question hanging from the tip of his tongue. "I am not the hero of the Commonwealth. I have no fucking idea why the rest of you think otherwise."

"I am truly sorry you feel like that, James," he whispered. "Look, we can talk about this another time. For now, just sleep."

I shook my head furiously. "No, I won't allow you to sidestep this," I hissed, hoarsely, feeling the stubborn liquid molecules from my eyes starting to stream down my cheeks. "There is no 'lone soldier' in this world, Danse, who did right by anything. There _wasn't_ -"

He interrupted. "We are not talking about this _until_ you are in a better state of mind, James," The arms that tightened around my frame only incited my agitation further.

I snarled, mustering enough strength to resist the tempting luree of warmth emanating from his warmth to push away from his grip. Pinning him with my gaze, I hissed with as much vehemence as I can manage. "I damn _will_, Danse, because I can and _must_! This affects you too -"

He glared. "Of course it does! But, it is _you _that is affected the most. I am not thick enough to not know that this is an issue that affects you to a larger degree than others. _However_, I am waiting for you to be able to gather your composure because you are not in a state fit enough to _discuss it yet_!"

I hissed defensively and struggled to put a few more inches of spacs between us, but the strength of the vice-like grip around me rendered my efforts useless. I saw his frown deepen at my persistent efforts. "Damn you and the others, thinking you have the right to know and decide what is right for me!"

"Cease your efforts now, Kn-James," he intoned. "I am not open to debate."

I snarled. "Pulling rank should've been an instinct that was purged from your _system_," I retorted acerbically. "Or did you forget the _names_ they called you!"

As the last of those words escaped my lips, a rush of dread made my eyes widen and I felt my body freeze in anticipation. My chest clenched painfully as I observed the closed facial expression that overtook his face, mouth set in a grim line.

I swallowed audibly, and stammered. "I a-apologise…I..I d-didn't-"

"Didn't think?" he interrupted frigidly. I flinched at the harsh interjection. "Yes, it seems the both of us need some space, don't you agree?"

"No, please-" I pleaded, reaching out to pull him back down to my side.

My gut sank as the warmth of his hands abruptly retreated from my frame, as if suddenly scalded and repulsed by everything I stood for. I instinctively clamped a hand around his wrist in a bid to apologise and mend wounds that I inadvertently opened again and injured with the sandy grains of my words, but, he callously tugged his wrist away from my grip. A strong spike of hurt lanced through my lungs so vividly that my breath hitched painfully.

Before I could process the moment, the bed shifted and I flinched violently as the door slammed shut.

* * *

><p>"<em>Trust issues, it said here," she reiterated once again. "History of engaging in recreational substance abuse. Possible undiagnosed PTSD. Conclusion: not fit for active duty."<em>

_Keeping my gaze pinned on her, I deliberately flexed my forefingers, watching as her eyes momentarily broke contact with mine to register the sudden movement in the background. In the past two hours I have stayed here, I have not moved a single bone in my body, with the exception of my hands. _

_My training certainly did its part in molding my character._

"_You believe the word of psych evaluations," I calmly retorted._

"_Of all the people we have dealt with, you are undoubtedly the most difficult and infuriating of all," she calmly replied, stating her opinion in a factual manner. _

"_I have been told so. Many times," I raised an eyebrow._

"_Nonetheless, there is nothing you can do," she remarked, closing the folder and placing it on the coffee table. "You have been deemed far too unstable to continue service in the military. I am quite certain that you had aspirations outside this area, even before you were drafted."_

"_How is Anchorage? Liberating is a waste of manpower and resource when the Red Chinese already have a strong ground in the east," I evaded._

_She smiled frigidly. "Computer Science major, were you? I also read that you were planning on applying for a Ph.D in Theoretical Computer Science at CIT. Perhaps we can give you a referral at Cambridge Polymer Labs or ArcJet Systems. They are in shortage of able-bodied programmers."_

"_No, thanks," I coldly refused. "I've had enough of war, and seen enough to know that having a bigger stick than the other guy doesn't always guarantee the closure of wars."_

"_How hypocritical, considering you scored quite a number of kills and developed an envious reputation," she sniped._

"_Be my guest and feel free to try it sometime," I replied darkly. "Men like me are always hauled away into a dark place once the federal government is done letting us, feral dogs, loose into the battlefield, obediently fulfilling their wishes. Away from public eyes."_

_She shook her head, patronisingly. "It will be a wonder if you are able to settle down and adjust to civilian life at all. You are far too emotionally volatile to be compatible with anything."_

"_Trust me, you don't want me bored, doctor," I cocked my head to the side. _

_She sighed. "You will have to learn how to cope then, I am afraid."_

"_I'd rather drive off the bridge than spend the rest of my life attempting to adjust to a domestic role."_

_She shook her head pitifully. "The last anchor to your sanity is precisely that already, soldier."_

"_You're wrong," I replied calmly. "People that tried to tell me what I needed to be, ended up feeling sorry after."_

"_Until then, _you _prove me wrong, soldier. My assessments are almost always accurate."_

* * *

><p><em>Trust issues. History of recreational substance abuse. Juvenile delinquency. PTSD. Addiction to 'highs'. <em>

The mental list of 'assessments' increased by the following minute. My carotid artery hammered away on the side of my neck as I calmly thumbed the modified grip of my beloved .44 magnum revolver, currently and patiently seated at my thighs. Six rounds loaded in its chamber.

Physics, all of it. How easier can it be?

Ever since last night's quarrel, I have not seen nor heard from him for the rest of today. When I had woken up in the spare bed, I didn't even bother asking Nick or Shaun where he sauntered off to. Presumably he might have packed up his things and left for the borders already, which is the worse case scenario. Milder scenario; he went back to the bunker and now, I have to cross halfway across Massachusetts and apologise for a stupid remark.

I swallowed the lump in my throat as the corners of my eyes watered. Maybe I should use Deliverer instead. Quiet, clean, efficient shot. No sound at all. No disturbance. I know, because I modded her myself.

Took her from the hands of a man who took it from the corpse of his close friend and graciously offered it as a token of companionship, taking the chance - _risk - _that I might be the rogue variable that may or not lead to his faction's demise or success.

People that were just fighting for what they believed in. And they were slaughtered in cold blood, because of that. All because of a simple difference in beliefs.

No, scratch that. _I _slaughtered them all, like pigs. Pressured by one side in the _war_ who couldn't be bothered to do anything else, but push for the _win_. After all, pre-war 'civilians' who had extensive military experience that were cryogenically-preserved rarely came in stock at the local Super Duper Mart. Especially, when you finally realise that _it_ was also some crackshot sniper in the military and scored hundreds more heads that rolled on the ground. Who wouldn't _want_ a limited edition of _me_?

_His hands do violence, but there is a different dream in his heart, _a long-forgotten passage from a novel I've read long ago flitted across the surface of my mind. How fitting.

I swallowed again, feeling and relishing the pain that welled up in my sore larynx, which was still recovering from yesterday's strain. With a growing sense of grim determination, I pocketed the .44 magnum revolver and switched it for the Deliverer, which was formerly contained in a footlocker under the bed I built. I retrieved it in the early hours of this morning, right after chugging down a generous amount of Gwinett Stout.

I chuckled morosely. Even then, the alcohol wasn't enough to dull the pain. My days of being a lightweight are far behind me.

During the length of this entire campaign, I've been regarded as nothing but a tool - a highly effective and efficient tool - by the superiors of all three factions that I had the misfortune of becoming entangled with. Prior to that, I was a purposeless mess. I had nothing but my military experience to compensate for, and even then, I couldn't find a proper way to satisfy the itch of getting my hands on some pieces of tech. For the first few weeks then, I relied on my skills as a sniper and a tracker, never staying for too long in one place. I made a decent amount of caps for my employers, tracking down and quietly eliminating a few raiders and Gunners that threatened to jeopardise their operations and lives.

I wandered around with Dogmeat, ever the faithful companion, until I came across the distress call from the Cambridge ruins of a police station I once drove past, numerous times, in a time where everything didn't smell like shit. From there, things went downhill the further I got involved with the Brotherhood. I should've known that rebelling against my lone wolf tendencies would cost me, in the end. Even with all of our supposed intelligence, it wasn't enough.

As the weeks got on, I got jobs done quickly and quietly, to their surprise and delight, and I guess it was no surprise after all that a military trait that I adapted to could have ended up being my saving grace from the brand of natural selection the Brotherhood's environment brought on. With each contract came a higher pay, but they, of course, realised from the beginning that someone like me wasn't the type to get attached. Not with my history, not with my issues.

It was no different than it was two-hundred years ago, and my only regret was that I realised too late. People will always find a way to completely eviscerate an opposing side, regardless of how many innocent lives were vaporised along the way. The only difference then, was that I was the one hidden away in the shadows. I was both involved and not involved in the number of casualties. I was both responsible and not responsible for the emotional aftermath that follows the wreaked families. No one pointed a finger at the sniper, they pointed their fingers to the flag. I was an effective killing machine when I had to be, but, that didn't mean that the machine was ruthless enough to include the flesh and bones of innocents in its frenzy to consume people that _deserved the pain_.

My experience with the Brotherhood turned me into _this_.

I have always known that I was and _could be_ quite good - very good, in fact - at anything I set my mind and attention to. Young and foolish as I was, I signed up for the army as a means of abating boredom and in exchange, I gladly threw myself into the rigorous training. I always wanted to be on the move, never settling for more than a few seconds at something I thought was temporary, and so I took everything for granted. I learned that lesson the hard way, though.

I chuckled sadly. Who wants a mentally-unstable soldier with PTSD and issues with attachment, after all? Not to mention a 'soldier' with a mouth on him? Or issues with getting along with people?

I am well past the expiration date, and I should've realised that a long ago, even before I was frozen over by those Vault-Tec bastards. And I just missed my one and only ride when I blew up the Institute.

I closed my eyes and exhaled in resignation, leaning back against the dead trunk of a tree. Now, would be a good time to settle this dilemma of mine. I am a good one-hundred metres or so away from the Red Rocket Truck Stop, and Nick had the grace to gently coax Shaun away from the gas station to visit the nearby settlers in Sanctuary Hills.

Sanctuary. Another thing that has been denied from me, in the previous life and the next.

"Well, it was a good ride, while it lasted," I whispered.

I twined my fingers around Deliverer's modified grip and lifted her off the chesnut-coloured dirt. I pulled on her barrel, and for the first time in my stay in the new Commonwealth, my arm and hand were perfectly still - calm, lucid. My breathing has evened out, and the fresh pang that occupied my chest yesterday has receded to a dull throb.

I have entered a state of lucidity and calm that I haven't felt since the first time I scored my first kill as a military sniper.

One less mess the world deals with. No time to waste.

"James! _What_ _the hell are you doing_?" yelled a distressed voice. A familiar tone. I heard it crack at the last word. "Don't tell me you were about to do what I thought you would do!"

I inhaled sharply, abruptly opening my eyes and I accidentally lost my grip on Deliverer. She clattered clumsily on the dirt and I silently cursed my lack of speed at bringing things to a close. As my ears registered the trademark sound of thudding footsteps indicative of a Power Armour user, I was unable to move fast enough before a pair of arms viciously encircled me on both sides of my body, pushed me deeper against them, and hastily pulled me away from the proximity of Deliverer.

A nose instantly nuzzled its way into my dark hair and begun speaking in a frantic, stern tone. "Don't _ever _think of doing something that stupid again, James! Just. _Don't!" _

I whined and struggled, tears of frustration leaking through the corners of my eyes. "What does it matter to _you_?"

He shook me violently, so much so that I was astonished at the bout of vertigo I received. "I care about you, isn't that obvious?_You're_ the only thing I have _left_. I'll be damned if the world takes that from me, as well!"

I flinched and froze, momentarily going pliant in his grip. I swallowed painfully. "Shut up," I intoned weakly.

"No, I won't, James. What has made you think that you didn't matter to me _at all?_" he dropped his volume to a whisper beside my ear. I felt the weight of his hand on the side of my exposed neck, making soothing patterns. "I am sorry if I had unintentionally done something yesterday to upset you, but, _believe me_ when I say that you matter the world to me."

I shook my head repeatedly, cursing silently at the stubborn liquid pricking the edges of my eyes.

"If it takes me years or the rest of our lives to prove, I _will_, James. You are a worthy person, and I apologise that I had played a part in this process," he whispered soothingly, drawing familiar circular patterns on my back. "I'm sorry I left you at a time when you needed me the most."

Tempting warmth, but if there was anything I learned the hard way, it's the fact that some things are just too good to be true.

The feel of his lips alighted on my forehead before shifting to my hair, his heavy breaths disturbing my fringes. "Stop thinking, James. Focus on me."

I inhaled sharply and his grip subsequently tightened around my system.

I licked my lips, which were dry from my grief. "Where did you go off to?"

"I wasn't very far away, James. I just visited Sanctuary Hills, helped around with repairs," he burrowed his nose deeper into my hair, and I felt one hand tracing down my side before settling on the bone of my hip.

I sniffed, and cleared my throat before speaking. " 'm sorry for yesterday."

He chuckled sadly. "Nothing to forgive here, James. _I am _sorry, for leaving you."

I burrowed deeper, stamping down on the urge to yawn. "'s fine."

He pressed his lips again on my forehead. "Would you like me to cook breakfast for you?"

I shook my head, sleepily. "No ingredients. Would love that Deathclaw Steak you could cook, though."

"I may or may not have a certain Deathclaw Meat…" I felt him smile into my hair.

I nuzzled into his Power Armour, closing my eyes again and allowing the drifts of sleep to catch up with me. He must have caught my drowsiness because the next moment, I was suddenly engulfed by a familiar spread of warmth that populated my back.

"Sleep, James. I'll be here when you wake up," he muttered against the fringes of my hair, one hand settling on my hip, fingers making repetitive patterns against my flank.

"Not sleepy."

"_Rest_."

Mustering any remnant of energy I have left, I sleepily attempted to entwine my fingers with the one he has splayed across my abdomen. I shifted his hand and allowed it to settle over my sternum. I heard a sharp inhale of surprise, but it quickly transitioned to another emotion I couldn't identify. I pressed his hand against my sternum, relishing the sensation of being grounded, before I tucked my arm back underneath my side.

"Steady and strong," he whispered in my ear.

I exhaled sharply. "I sometimes get nightmares. One of the easiest ways to find out if I am in one, is to measure my pulse rate," I remarked softly. "Works effectively. Nora used to do it for me."

"Shh," he cut me off gently, carding his fingers through my fringes. "You'll be alright."

"I know," I replied softly, before allowing a small smirk to appear on the corners of my lips. "And I'll be even _more_ alright if we get fondue, later, _Paladin_." I purred.

I felt his larger frame freeze momentarily in confusion and apprehension at the sudden introduction of a foreign term, with my smirk widening when I felt the beginnings of morning wood poking against my leg. "What does this… 'fondue' activity entail, specifically?"

The hesitant tone made me laugh. I leaned back further against him, briefly moving the back of my leg to brush against it. I smiled when he inhaled sharply. He released a low growl as he continued nuzzling into my hair, biceps clenching tighter around my frame.

"As tempting as the offer is, _Knight_, I am afraid it will have to wait," he whispered into my ear, voice an octave lower from his usual timbre.

I huffed. "_Now_. Want it, _now_."

"No."

"You're a tease," I retorted, jostling him.

"Says the man who provoked a reaction."

I blinked.

I felt his smirk widening, hidden away in my hair. A sudden flash of annoyance overtook me and I frowned. I shifted suddenly in his arms and relished his astonishment, batting away the hand that rested on my chest as I burrowed deeper into the warmth generated by his torso. His arms encircled me again, and I hid my smirk against the felt of his suit. Before he could address anything, I pulled myself flush against his system and gyrated my hips slightly against his leg.

A soft growl sounded above my head and I grinned idiotically, not bothering to hide my amusement. I nuzzled the defined contours of his pectorals, and bared my teeth to lightly scrape them against the material. Another involuntary growl. "Looks like you need fondue too, Cap. I'd give it, but -"

"I will not relent to your efforts, soldier," he rasped, arms tightening around my sides. "_Go to sleep_."

"Too late, Cap. Gotta give me the fondue," I whispered against his chest, relishing the tightening of his grip because it now gave me the perfect position to reach _something_.

I wriggled an arm free and before he could capture it again, I shamelessly allowed it to wander along the length of his flank before deliberately settling it at the distinctive indents of his hips. I lightly circled my thumb against the felt of his uniform, and I groaned softly as I felt the beginnings of a twitching sensation stirring in between my legs.

A sudden shift in position knocked the wind out of my lungs and in the next moment, I found myself pinned down on my back, facing the ceiling, wrists locked in an iron grip, feeling cornered and small at the towering expanse of warm flesh above me.

I gazed him in the eye and instantly fell silent at the evidence of dilated pupils gazing back at me. I swallowed audibly, and I saw his eyes diligently track the movement of my throat. I wondered if my pupils reflected a similar state of mind.

"You look like the cat that just scored the cream, Cap," I rasped, instantly taking advantage of the proximity to lean closer and whisper to his ears. I wasn't going down without a struggle. From the iron grip of his hands around my wrists, I could already deduce from the slight shudders racking his body that he was struggling to control his breathing. "Want to do this now?"

His hips snapped into motion and I fell back, stunned at the magnitude of response. Sharp teeth landed on the junction of my neck, and I instinctively leaned my head to the side. The action encouraged further roaming upwards the side of my neck, and I shivered.

I wheezed. "Easy, tiger."

He growled. "Nothing is easy with you, soldier."

"You're never going to get rid of these titles, are you?" I rasped as he stimulated a sensitive region on my neck.

"Never, where you are concerned."

I huffed in amusement. "Score one for the boffin."


End file.
